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Money is unimportant here!! 




J_his is the Land of Cockaigne. 

It's a wonderful place where the houses are 
built of cake, and the shops are eager to give 
you their merchandise for free. 

Here, roast geese and other fowl wander 
about inviting folks to eat them. Here, buttered 
]arks fall from the skies like manna. 

Wonderful place, Cockaigne . . . this land 
that's always free from want . . . where busi- 
ness cycles are unknown . . . where money is 

Only trouble is you won't find this mythical 
place on any up-to-date map of the world. 

We live in a land blessed with plenty — true 
enough. But the rub is that wc will always need 
hard cash to buy the things we want. 

You will need money to make a good down 
payment on a new home ... to send the chil- 
dren to college when the time comes ... or to 
keep well-supplied with fine food and little 
luxuries when it comes time to retire. 

One of the best ways you can assure yourself 
that you 117// have the money yoti need for the 
things you want later in life is lo salt away some 
of the money you now earn in U. S. Savings Bonds. 

These Bonds are the safest in the world. And 
they niiikc money for you. Each $75 you save 
today will grow to S100 in just 10 years. 

So start saving now ... the automatic way, 
on the Payroll Savings Plan where you work. - ™ 
or buy them regularly through your bank or 
post office. 

* AUTOMATIC SAVING 
IS SURE SAVING- 
US. SAVINGS BONDS 



The doors 
the house 

DEATH ~ 
ALLY OPEN 
^TO EVERYONE 
STANTON — 
VO„. EVE 

mk you 




COME, FRIEND, *DU ARE 
ABOUT TO WITNESS 
THE STRUGGLE OF A 
FOOL AGAINST FATE. 
SEE? THERE HE IS... 
STANTON CORVO, 
MILLIONAIRE AND IN- 
DUSTRIAL MAGNATE, 
LAUSpNG ANP JOKING 
. iWli^HIS PARTNERS 
'TN THEIR LUXURIOUS 





SURPRlSEP? YOU SEE, EVEN 
THE MOST GUILE SS LOOK- 
ING MAN CAM HAVE 
MURDER IN HIS HEART. 
yfeS, yfE LOVES UNA.,. 
ANC? MCEYf COME, 
LET'S OBSEl?VE THE EEST 
OF HIS PIABOLICAU 
PLAN... 



1 KNOW, GERALD, BUTV 
IT CAN'T BE HELPED-' 
THOSE ANTiGuAN BONOS 
MUST BE WATCHED/ UNA [ 
AND T WILL BE POWN 




_..! GOOC? II7EA 



LEFT STAN A MESSAGE-' WON' 
HE BE SURPRISED WHEN HE- 
GETS IT. T'LL BET HE'LL BE r- 
IN BERMUDA BEFORE US/ J 



J- 




Si* HOURS ^^ 
FROM NOW WE 

SHOULD BE 
BASKING IN 
SUNSHINE AND 

TROPIC 
TEMPERATURES. 



OH, IT'S WON- II 
DERFUL-' THE ^ 
AIRPLANE'S A 
MARVELOUS 
INVENTION.' ITS 
SO SAFE TO' 
FLy THESE 

DA/S/ 




SAFE, IS IT,? HMM~. LET'S TAKE 
A LOOK IN AT THAT MASTER 
MIND, STANTON CORVO. BY 
THIS TIME HE SHOULD HAVE 

RECEIVED UNA'S MESSAGE... 

PULL THE STRINGS OF 
-— , FATE, WILL. HE? 



NO.' //O.' IT CAN'T BE/ 
1/A/A-* THEY MUST BE 
OVER THE GULF NOW/ 

WHAT.,. WHAT WAVE 
DONE? 




I'VE GOT TO WARN THEM... 
GOT TO TELL THEM-' BUT 
HOW.., IT'S TOO LATE/ i/A/A. 

l/A/Af 1 DIDN'T KNOW.' 

I DIDN'T KNOW." 




V 



WE GOT THE MESSAGE JUST BEFORE 
YOU CAME-' AS FAR AS WE CAN DE- 
TERMINE THEY'RE ALL LOST. THEIR 
RADiO QUIT JUST AS THEY SAVE US 
THEIR POSITION/. 



Did,, DID 
THEY 
CRASH? 
OR 



*S fc- l#g» 




THEY.. THEY MUST'VE, THEY WEREM ~ GffOAAAA/S ^THAT'S RIGHT CORVO, BUT 
IN A SPIN AS WE GOT THE If EVE&Y7/-//MG /S { WHAT OF >£>UR TWO DE- 
LAST MESSAGE/ SEARCHING p^ EA/0EP... £JA/A.< ) FRAUDED PARTNERS AND 
PARTIES ARE OUT NOW... BUT., U X CAA/'T GO OA/ < THEIR WIVES? THEY'RE 

j_ t _,_ r y w/Ttj/->//7- +/£■&/ 1... \ dead TOO/ have you 

WO PROP OF SYMPATHY FOR 




X SEA/T A/E& TO ACT \ 

CEATtf/ X MURDERED '< 

#ER. 

1 



THEM? WHAT NOW? VO 
yOU PULL THE _STg)NGS 
OF FATE , 
AGAIN ? . 




MONEV.' ALL I'VE GOT IS UOHEY.' 
WHAT GOOC IS IT WITHOUT UNA? 
UNA, BEAUTIFUL UNA. LYING DE*~ 
IN THE OCEAN/ I <TAf/'T 
STAMP 





I'LL GIVE MVSELF Ltf? 'THEY'LL 
GIVE WE THE CHAIR FOR MUR- 
PER.' I PON'T DESERVE ANY- 
THING BETTER. THE CHAIR... 

THEN ,„ THEN I'LL BE WITH 



VFT££/V M/A/UreS LAT£J?„. 



T SAlP l'P KILL YOU] 
ANP ^ MEANT 



I'M AFRAiP 

LEFT-/ IS 
THROUGH - 
PERMANENTLY' 
^.HE'S PEAP.' 



YOU KILLED HIM AND WE 

SEEN yA! WE'RE HO.D- 

IN' /A FOR THE COPS/ 

THEY AIN'T QONNA 

BLAME US FOR NO 

KJLLIN' THAT YOU DIP/ 




MR, CORVO, THE MAN YOU 
kULEP WAS WANTEP FOR 

I M UPPER/ THERE WAS A 

f-SFWARP FOR 




FURTHER . WE HAVE jt FROM RELIABLE WITNESSES 
THAT you WERE ATTACHED FIRST.' DEFINITELY 
SELF DEFENSE.' >OU'RE FREE, WE, CORVO,, 

YOUR REPUTATION IS VJ 

YOUR GUARANTEE, \ A/OS J... MLLE& \ 

A MAM... 




[ WH... I...ER... HERE 
HERE, THIS SHOULD 
TAKE CARE OF Al_l_ 

I THE 



HOLY MACKEREL' 

x can Buy A 

NEW TRUCK 
WITH THIS. WOW! 
THANKS, 9UPPY.' 




NOW ISN'T THIS A FINE 
STATE OF- AFFAIRS- 
THE WIFE HE APORES 
IS PEAP ANP >HT 
PEATH AVOlPS HIM LIKE 
A PLAGUE / WHAT WILL 
HE TRV NOW * __, 




... SIGNER STANTON CO&VO.,.-. _ 
MY COMPLETE CONFESSION.' THIS 
TIME NOTHING WILL PREVENT 




-■3aa coming this time una.' i'll 

BE WITH you SOON' HA, HA, HA.' 
THIS TIME NOTHING WILL PREVENT 
^ME FROM PyiNS/ NOTHING ' 



$ SHORT 
WH/LE. 




Looks as though we'll 
make it this time.' now 
let's see who is 
knocking at the poor.. 





_ S THE RESULT OF -AH~ 
ATTEMPT lO MEPPLE WITH FATE, 
STANTON CO(?VO DECEIVING IN LIFE, 
IS PISC3EACEI7 IN DEATH/ NOW 
HIS WIFE MUST LIVE WITH HIS 
SHAMEFUL fiAEMOKV. NO MAN CAW 
ESCAPE JUSTICE OE FATE ... THE 




'I WANTED TO ^WlfS ODD )/PARTCULARL> POP PULLER. 
SEE POP M FOR..A </ A C1_EANER,5MARTER FIGHT 

FULLER, TOO.M MANA&ER \rv\ANA&ER THAN POP FULLER J 
BUT WE'D jM TO WANDER NEVER LIVED. SOMETHINS 
BETTER A OFF ON A IMPORTANT MUST'VE 

START DRIVING \ THE LA5T/ LkEPT HIM AWAV SERTI£. J 
BACK TO TOWN. I DAV. OF 
I'M EXPECTING J HIS 

^A CALL AT J. FISHTER'S ]| 
.SEVEN -_^BlTR AININS.y 






r WHAT'S MORE IMPORTANT] 

THAN HIS FIGHTER'S 
lChajnAPOnSHIP BOUT? 





UK 




/I'M JOE WATTS, SLUSSEWS 
/ NEW MANAGER. THIS IS 
1 E»M!W DUNN, 5LUSG™ ,a 

SPARRN& PARTNER. 
^ BAMIWV INSISTED WE 

wSHOULD SEE VOW 



/OKAV, HONEV, HAVE IT VOUR 1 
/WAX JUST REMEMBER 
' WHOEVSR SNATCHED THE 
SLUGGER WON'T EVER LET 
HlfA COME BACK ALIVE TO 
, T£LL THE STOR>. BUT OP 
^COURSE , VOU DON' T K.NO^ 
ANVTHING. 



>ANVV*AV IN CASE VOU SET \ 
OVER SOUR AMfNESIA 
ABOUT 5LU&SER VOU CAN\< 
REACH N\E AT N\V OFFICE 

'IN HALF AN HOUR ...AND 
I'D WATCH OUT FOR MR. 
SREGO. HE PLAVS ROUGH ) 
AND FOR KEEPS. -GOOD 







THE NEXT NI&HT — VCTOWV iN 
THg PIR5T WOUND*. 

iOLKS, HERE'S] 
TH6 WINNER, , 
AND NEW 
CHAMPION I 

SLUSBER, 



YOU BETTER V" VOU KNOW, HAPEISAN, 
COME ALONG TOO,) SHE DOES LOOK JUST 
Mf!S. ASTORIA.' J LIKE ME .' DID SUE REALLS 
TIP VOU OFF ABOUT 
GHOULM. ~ 




HEH-H EH -LITTLE WOMAN 
HAS SOME SENSE OP 
HUMOR- BUT YOU REALLY 
DO LOOK SWELL, VINNIB 
IN THE CWPS.EH? 




fe 



_ r OR HOURS I STRUGGLE!? AGAINST 
THE TRUTH, AMI? TH£fif-l HAP TO 
ASK H/M' " 



I PIP BLA3,SERT.SENT THE POLICE AN 
ANONVMOUS NOTE,ANP REP WAS PICKEP 
UP. LAST WEEK, JUST BEFORE K 
TDB6fc)(SCUTEP" 




NO lF5,ANC?5,OR 
BUT5.WNNlE.LKc 
MASZVS LITTLE 
LAMRWHEREVEE 
VOL! GO 2 AM. 




BIT EES NEW 
PERFECT IN 
CONPITION. 
THEE5 MAN- 
THEES TEAVEES 

■He KILL HER 

SOMEHOW. 




SEE7THE FU5E THAT 1|| 

GOVERNS THE HELMET IS 4faa 
A BRANt? MEW THIRTV ALL l|Ij 
THE OTHERS ARE FIFTEENS. F*" 7 ' 
ALL ¥A GOTTA CO 15 j& 

POWPER THAT FUSE FOR EM 
PRINTS, AH' 




TROUBLE SHE tVASNT 
OUITE CLEVER ENOUGH. 
I EXPECTBP SOME 
THING LIKE THAT. 
ANRSOONAC THE 
LIGHTS WENT OUT 
I MAPE A BEELINE 
FOf? THE EXIT COO 
TOO MM" ' 






. IO KILLEP CLARK MAttAA, 
PON JUAN OF CONNECTI- 
CUT? WAS IT MORTIMER MAXIM, 
HIS BROTHER? WAS IT JUNE 
FRISSBY, SERVANT GlRL JILTED 
FOR A SOCIETY GIRL? WAS IT 
MR. FR'SSBY, JUNE'S FATHER, 
WHO HATED CLARK MAXIM'S 
ARROGANCE? INSPECTOR KEENE 
LEARNS WHO-PUN-lT... SO WILL 
YOU... WATCH OUT FOR CLUES' 



I KNEW >OU WERE 
FOOLISH TO FALL IN 
LO*E WITH" CLARK. 
HE NEVER LOVEfC 
ANYONE BUT HIM- 
SELF, MV BROTHER'S 
JUST A SELFISH 
MONEY- MAC? 
PLAYBOY/ 



HE SAID HE ^ 
LOVED ME.' HE 
WON'T GET AWAY 
WITH IT.' HE 
CAN'T TOSS ME 
ASIDE LIKE AN 



FORGET CLARK.' A 
HE NEVER LOVED 
YOU. BUT X LOVE L 
>OU, JUNE. I'M 
NOT AS HANPSOME 
AS CLARK OR AS 
DASH,.. &//iW/ 



r WOULDN'T MAPRV 
V BOOKWORM LIKE 
VOU IF YOU WERE 
THE LAST MAN ON 
EARTH. AND I'M 
GOING TO SEE 
THAT CI ARK 
DOESN'T MARRY - 
EITHER— NOT IF 
HAVE TO KILL 
HIM 





FRISSBX I'M TiREP 
OF YOUR FILTl-IV 
INCOMPETENCE, I 
WANT THIS ESTATE 
CLEANEP UP, ANP 
TAKE A SATH youR- 
SELF OCCASIONALLY. 
1 CAN FIRE y&U EVEN 
IF you WERE MV 
FATHER'S 
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"The Farmer Takes A Crook" 



By Matt Winters 



- k i! 



ART CONNERS, alias the "Crack- "Em Kid," laid 
his suitcase cautiously on a bed in the New Cen- 
tral Hotel and opened it. Then his eyes seemed to 
start from their sockets. Tlje small muscles underneath 
the skin of his face grew knotted and contorted with 
anger. He broke into a torrent of profanity. 

With trembling fingers he reached into the suitcase 
and drew out a shirt. Then another and another. A 
yellowish, oily substance had stained and spotted each. 
There was a suede leather kit in the suitcase contain- 
ing odd-shaped tools arranged in neat rows. This was 
covered with the same oily liquid. It had seeped into 
the porous leather. 

Conners continued to swear between his teeth, min- 
gling the cusswords with hisses like those of a furious 

At last he came to a one-ounce vial wrapped in 
cotton batting. The cotton was saturated, too. The 
rubber stopper of the vial had crumbled away. 

"Empty!" spat Conners as he held the vial up. He 
looked as though he wanted to hurl it intu the farthest 
corner of the- room. But his hand clutched the glass 
bottle tightly. Nitroglycerine was bad stuff to get gay 
with— even a few drops of it. There was enough 
—iked .into liis shirts and into the leather of his tool 
to blow the roof off the hotel. 

The punk!" he muttered. "Givin' me a rotten cork. 
I'll— I'll cut his heart out." 

But threats were useless. The Crack-'Em Kid. sleek- 
est, cockiest, wise -guy safe blower in seven states, 
was up against it. He had brought that nitro two hun- 
dred miles to do the job on the Farmers' & Stockmen's 
Bank. And now the rotten rubber stopper had put a 
crimp in his whole game. There was no way of scrap- 
ing the "soup" ofl his shirts and putting it back in 
the bottle. 

The jub was ripe lo he pulled too. He'd hung around 
this lousy dump of a town for weeks getting the lay 
before he went after the nitro. He'd had duplicate 
f keys made to every door in the bank. There was a 
' 'JJjJ.rs.-rl E ; : ,,,d in the safe if there was a tent. The 
BWeKlWeli had been stuffing it in after their fall sales. 
But by the time he got another bottle of nitro most 
of the cash would have been moved away by armored 

Then he stood before the window, hands in pockets, 
gazing down into the street. His eye rested listlessly 
on Slagel's General Store opposite This was the kind 
of hick burg where the dumb hayseeds still sat around 
the cracker barrel and poked one another in the ribs. 
All at once the defeated droop of Conners' shoulders 
straightened The gleam of anger in his eyes turned 
i .^i-something else— craft. He was grinning now, actu- 
ally grinning. And he was going to make a forced ally 
of the dumbest hick in the whole dumb town. 

Joe Allen, who clerked in Slagel's General Store, 

looked up as a dapper figure entered the deserted 

emporium. His long, fr^kk-d. li-irsthke face lighted. 

"Lo, Mr. Conners," he said. "Back from the city 

again? HoW's the selling game these days?" 

"Things nrp Inntrin' nr. " wiJ f n ™ ets 

aring around the 
':. For a reason 



"Do you know," said the Crack-'Em Kid. "These 
hi— country stores arc great. There ain't nothing much 
they haven't got. Goods fer dresses, ribbons, shoes, 
groceries, sulphur to smoke out rats." 

Joe guffawed. "Sure. I got 'em all. But we don't 
use the sulphur fer rats. The farmers buy it to smoke . 
their beehives out in the fall and get the honey." 
He jerked his thumb toward a large tin can on the 
shelf. 

"And those bags and barrels back there. More stuff 
for the farmers, I suppose. Ground-up bone and Salt- 
peter for fertilizer." 

"Wrong ag'in," said Joe pleasantly, pleased at being 
able to correct this smart city feller. "I got bone fer- 
tilizer in the bags all right; but the saltpeter in that 
barrel there ain't used for that. We use it to make 
corned beef with." 

"Oh," said Conners, He puffed on his cigarette, 
noting where the saltpeter barrel stood. There were 
a number of paper bags a few feet away. He didn't 
need Joe to tell liim that they contained fuel char- 
coal. He rubbed his hands and grinned. 

5, though, there's lots of things you don't 

" Candlesticks, fer instance, lead Shot. 



' bellov 



i blov 



vu;.?' 



"We got 'em all, mister," said Joe. "We aim to please 
the old-timers and the snappy modern folks, too. I 
guess you couldn't find any store in the city with the 

"Thai's right," said the Crack-'Em Kid. "I guess I 
couldn't." 

He seemed suddenly to lose interest in Joe's stock. 
He changed the subject to other things and chatted 
on for a while. Then he drifted out of the store and 
back to his room He spent an hour very carefully 
removing his tools from the nitro-sfained kit and 
packing them in a piece of lorn blanket. He stuffed 
his shirts back in the suitcase, locked it and put It 

It was late that evening when he drifted into the 
town's one poolroom. He knew Joe Allen's habits. The 
big hick would be in there trying his luck at Kelly. 

Conners hung around and watched as he had done 
many other evenings It was nearly eleven when the 
place closed up. Conners look pains to go out with Joe 
Allen. The freckle-faced clerk had won four bits. He 
was happy and loquacious. 

CijnriLr^, liii eyes :i:arov,L'(l (.■_> A[[± I:: the darknQss, 
grinned to liimself. This dumb hick didn't know what 
lay ahead of him. As they neared Slagel's General 
Store, Conners suddenly paused. 

"Say," he said, "I just remembered. I'm all out of 
butts. Would yer mind stoppin' a minute and lettin' 
me have a couple of packages?" 

"Sure," said Joe. 

The street was now deserted. Joe got out his keys. 
They ascended the steps of the little store together. 
The door opened. 

"Never mind the lights," said Conners. 'Til strike 
a match." 

He reached into his pocket; but instead of a match 
he brought out something else; something cold, shiny 
and wicked- looking. He thrust it against Joe Allen's 
ribs. Conners' voice had become suddenly like the 
crack of a whip. 



"Keep yer Lip buttoned and do what I say, he 
hissed "I got some business tonight I need your help 

Joe winced His eyes were wide 'with surprise 

-What— what yer golrT to do. Mr Conners? 

"Never mind Shut up Make .my dumb play and i 11 
bump yer Nubudy will huar the gat inside here." 

This' was a "Mr Conners" dial Joe had never seen 
before and knew nothing about In his stow way he 
had taken stock of [he situation The Mr Conners who 
now held a gun on him was as dangerous as one of 
the cotton -mouth moccasins in the swamp behind the 

"Don't shoot, mister." he said meekly. "I'l! do any, 
thing you say " , . , 

"All right Bring t.li.'.n Lit cjil'^e grinder to the back 
of the store Gel all the sulphur you got up there 
Get a peck of saltpeter and charcoal into it. 

"Put some steam into it." he snapped. "J got to get 
done before mornin' " 

Joe made his first protest then. 

"That— that saltpeter will ruin Mr Slagel's coffee 
grinder I'll get hell " 

The nose of ihe automatic in Connors' hand swung 
up like the head of a cobra. 

"Get goin'," he hissed, "or you won't ever see your 
boss again " 

Then he had him set the teeth of the grinder closer 
and put the stuff ail through again until it was almost 

When the black powder was finished. Conners 
dumped it into an empty charcoal bag 

"Now." he ordered, "gel me them bellows" 

When the ancient type tire bellows had been 
brought. Couriers .-uridenly beciime active and vicious 
He shoved his gat right into Joe's htuinach, made the 
youth back up into the farthest corner of the store, 
then lied his hands and feet with yard* o! 'clothes- 
line He wadded op some calico goods lorn from a 
roll, sLulTed them iniu Joe's mouth and tied other 
strips of calico around his face 

Then he made his way to the 
It was merely a room with a parti 

nothing but the old -fashioned safe 

HelL mused Conners.. auvs in Ihe old [lavs hail blown 
better safes than this with black powder' He knew 
all the trucks and all the weak places on a safe He'd 
have that hundred grand out and be away in less 
than an hour He had a stolen car waiting for him in 
Some bushes off the highway just outside of town 
He'd stop just lon B enough to cut the main-line tele- 
phone He'd be over the state border before anybody 
knew which way he'd gone Then the big city again, 

Conners let himself into the bank with his duplicate 
keys Five minutes latei Int.; diamond drill was hiling 
into the front of the safe The safe was in the rear of 
the building with empty stores all around it 

When he'd made a hole between the plates close 
to the lock mechanism, he took off the front of the 
bellows and dumped a quart of the fine black powder 
in. Then he put the nozzle back on 

the hang of it and begun systematically blowing ihe 
space between the front and rear plates of the safe's 
door full of his improvised powder 

Sulphur, saltpeter and charcoal By means of those 
three simple ingredients and a little elbow grease., 
millions of dollar, in cash had beer, lifted in days 
Bone by "Big Frank" McCoy. "Pugsey" . Hurley. 
"Dutch Fred" and a host of oibei old-time cracksmen 
had done their stuff with black powder and' 'a pair 



of bellows "Crack -'Em Kid" Conners was as good as 
: put nearly his whole bag of powder 






Then he I 
by tag drill, tit it 

He crouched behind t 






partition, feeling a little 
wean in tne stomacn as ne always did when be waited 
lor a blast Bui ten minutes passed this time and 
nothing happened. 

Conners went back to the safe The fuse had fizzled 
out Once in a while that happened. Well, he had 

it In carefully He had plenty of time No need to get 

It was more than two hours later that Joe Alien 
managed tu Iree lumsell oi the last of his clothesline 
His wrists and' ankjes were burning His jaws ached 
from the gag. But there was nu expression on his 
dumb- looking, horselike face. 

With surprising speed and agility for one of his 
angular mould he let himself out of the store and 
went straight to the house of Mr Newell, the town's 
combination insurance ageni and justice of the peace 

He got Nowell oui of bed. talked to him quietly as 
he dressed, and followed him out ol the house Newell 
had a heavy service pistol thai he had carried in the 
war Joe held a double-barreled shotgun They walked 
silently along the town's main street and stole up to 
the bank 

Newell tried the front dour Ir was ajar Taking off 

■ 'Em Kid Conners was 



. thai 



' had t 



i-of-factly "Mak. 
>u with buckshot 



startled, breathless instant Conners sized up 
itiun. hit fingers tense, ready to go for his 
I in the dim light of Ihe street outside he 



Slowly he raised his hands and got to his feel BeJ 
stood staring al them sullenly red-cyeiL^d-^ih 
smudges of p-wJei on his hands and face A hall 
do/en burned tuses were lying at Ins feet His last 



Newell then Inspected the safe He pulled uul the 

around He looked down a I the pail o-i the Hour and 
at the bellows 

"How come. I wonder," he said, "that safe didn't 
blow up'' He had the door plates plumb lull ,.f black' 

,'f'lii.ii bucket" 

Joe Allen snickered l.mrllv and dmf71e,l Ins big feet 
"He did sure enough," he said "Only he made one 
tiltle nii.--t.ike He made me help him grind that 
nuwd". 1 lingered uul what he Was a-«,.itm to do with 
ft 'Stead of givin' him sahpeur 'like* he asked I 
reached intn the barrel thai stood next to it and t ml 
him sumelhing else He warn't so smarl after »!' He 
didn't know the difference Nu wonder Ihem fuses 
wouldn't start the blast He mixed lh„t bucket of 
sulphur and charcoal with just plain ruck suit.": 




hen Mr.EisK and Abdul came to ttie Pacific 
fishing village of Santa Merito to do some 
tuna fishing, they hardly expected their vacation 
to turn into a hunt for a horrifying monster of 
the deep, a behemoth of ancient superstitions! 
More than fishing was ot stakre in Mr. Risk's 
death-defying struggle with.. 




YOU'RE RIGHT. I mm 
WOULD/ BUT WHATS 
■•■ 3INO ALL THE 



MEBBE YOU'LL. 
THINK I'M DAFT, 
MISTER BUT A 

IS RUININ 1 SANTA 
MERITO'i 



THEY'RE POOLING YOU, 
MR. RISK.' SEA SERP- 
ENTS DON'T EXIST. 
THEY'RE SUPERSTITIONS.' 



YEP 

X 

HAVE 

SEEN 




mwm 



THEN >«-*% 
PERHAPS 
UNIVERSAL 
WILL LENP 
US A FEW 



THEY'RE 
LOCATED 
UP THE 
BLOCK. 



I'LL 

TAKE 
VOU 

THERE 
MR . 

RISK.' 



ONLY TOO GLAD 
TO LEND VOU THE 
MEN.' ANVTHiNG TO 
HELP THIS DEPLOR- 
ABLE SITUATION/ I 
HATE TO BE THE 
ONLY COMPANY TO 
FISH THE SANTA , 
.MERITO BANKS. 



YOU'RE VERY KIND 1 
TVSON. I HOPE TO j 
RETURN YOUR MEN 

IN ONE Piece/ 




NOTICE THOSE TWOl'i 
NEAR THE MAST? "' 
THE ONE WITH THE 
BULL NECK AND 
THE ONE WITH THCEE 
MOLES ON HIS 
CHEEK ? THEY'RE 
DOING NOTHING 




the tuna are 
Biting.,, but 
no sign of 

THE SEA 

SERPENT. 



MAYBE 

THE 
SERPENT 
SWfAA 
AWAV 



THERE ,.. 
SOMETHING 
OPR AAR 
RISK. A 

CLEAR 

DAWN, 
VET A 
FOGBANK 
IS MOVING 
— US.' 




THAT'S NO ORDINARY 
FOGBANK, ABPUL.' .— -/TURN 

LOOK HOW. } THE SHIP 

YELLOW 
S - LIKE 
GAS 




tpAT£R,„AS CONSCIOUS- 

NESS SLOWLY RETURNS 
TO MR. RISK, , . 



HERE, MR. RISK. 
THE GlKL IS 
UNCONSCIOUS.' 
SHE /WUSTVE 
HIT HER HEAD 
WHEN THE 
BOAT WAS 
DESTROYS P. 




SEE THREE 
MEN? THEy 
ARE SACK 
FROM THE 
PEAD, WEAR- 
ING DISGUIS- 
ES. 



PA.RNEP IF you 'RE NOT ^™ 
RIGHT, ABPUL.' THOSE MEN 
PISAPPEARED VET HERE THEy 
ARE SACK FOR ANOTHER TRIP' 
SOMETHING MORE THAN 
SUPERSTITION iS AT WORK.' 




PON'T LET ON 
THAT WE REC- 
OGNIZE 'EM, 
ABP14L. 1 
WANT TO 
WIATCW 
"HEM.' 



THEy DO NOTH - 
ING BUT SAD. 
THEY ARE EVIL 
MEN. ONE CAN 
REAP THE WICK- 
EDNESS IN 
THEIR EYES.' 



MR. 

RISK,' 

THERE 

IT IS.' 

THE 

FOG- 

EANK. 



GET 

SET, 

ABPUL, 

OUR 

VOV- 

AGERS 

ARE 



TT-THE YELLOW 
FOGBANK.' 
THAT MEANS 
THE SEA 
SERPENT 
IS NEAR.' 
ABANDON 



I'LL GIVE 

THE ORDERS 
ON THIS 
VESSEL EVEN 
IF THERE IVERE 
TEN MONST- 
ERS NOBOPy 
LEAVES THIS 








you Guys'LL finp 

OUT THE MYSTERY 
OF THE SEA SERP- 
ENT BUT YOU WON'T 
LIVE TO REPEAT IT-' 



SO THE SEA 
SERPENT IS A 

PHONEy IUST 

LIKE YOU, EH? 







CORRECT, R^L' 5HE AIN'T 
A SEA SERPENT,,. ONLY 
AN IMAGE OF ONE WHEN 
WE GET THROUGH THIS 
FO& BANK.,. VOU'LL SEE 
WHAT x MEAN/.' SEE 
THEM CONCRETE WALLS 
AND SPIKES? TWEV" 

BUST UP NOSEY 

SHIPS.' ; iU _. l j^| 




i WE /WAKE A SMOKE SCREENT ANCr" 
lUSE A WIND A\ACHINE TO BLjOW IT 
/TOWARDS A TUNA BOAT. THEN WE 
I THROW A MOVIN' PICTURE 
I PROJECTION OF A SEA 




SHORTLY AFTSK, , , 



THE REST you KNOW.] I 






rffi 



WO HOURS LATER, 



HURRy, MR 
RISK.' THE 
TIPE IS 
COMING IN 
FAST 
NOW. 



J7EVER.ISHLY, MR RiS.Z WORfCS AGAINST 

TrAAEAND T/£>£.' LONG MINUT£S OR 

t ANXiETV^.THEN FREE.' THE BONDS SNAP 



HARPLy MADE 

PENT IN THESE BONDS/Ms THE SBA LARS HUNGRILY PQR ITS WCTiMS' 
, WAIT.'.' THAT MAIL 



GET AFTErI 

THO£~ 
FIRATE 
RATS.', 




NO, ABPUL, 
RADIO THE 
COAST 
GUARD.' 
THEY'LL 
PICK 'EN\ 
UP IN A 
COUPLE OF 
HOURS.' 




MEANWHILE. 
VOU RATS 
KEEP BLOW- 
ING THAT 
SERPENT 
INTO NOTH 
NG BUT A 
SUPERSTI- 
TION 



GREAT 
GUNS .' 
T-THE 
SERPENT 
DISAP- 
PEARED 

Together 

WITH THE 




WE JUST 

RECEIVED 

WORD THE 

COAST .. 

GUARD 

CAUGHT 

TYSON 

AND 

HIS 
CREW/ 



HOW CAN WE 
THANK VOU FOR 
SAVING US FROM 
RUIN, MR RISK* 




HEY.' SAVE A 

copy of SUPER- 
MVSTERV AND 

WESTERN 
APVENTURES 

FOR ME.^ 
"HtV/7wANT^ 

HAP HAZARP.'J 



■\l. 



WE WANT 

. MONKEYSWNES.'J 



Bljy ONE OF 
EACH.KIDS.'THEY'BE 1 

all TERRIFIC// 7 



1 , 
^1.1/ 



V ^ ' 




i just love ^ 
VthatHAP.' 

v' V / (.HOW ABOUT , 

K - DOTTy^ 



?v\ 



■ ■..>. 

/I 



.*******+************** 



THAT THRILLING /A X A 
LLURING /yM//00fiL m 
LOOK BEAUTY' » t^T**^- 



* ENJOY 

* A 

* NEW IOOK BEAUTY 
* WITH THE ALL-IN-ONE 



THREE-N-ONE 



YOU GET 
ALL THESE 




{ 




1. WAIST NIPPER 

2. GARTER BELT 

3. UPLIFT BRA 



THREE-N-ONE PUTS YOUR FIGURE IN STYLE INSTANTLY! 
You will be more daringly feminine, curvaceous, the j 
moment you put on the new, amazing THREE-N-ONE. \V 
gives you enticing curves just in the RIGHT pieces with no ' i I 
unwanted bulges in the wrong ones. With built-in features it's ' •!< | 

lightly boned and designed to pull in your waist, give the 

right amount of fullness to hips, lifts your bust fo daring firm ' I 

contours, so you have the magic NEW LOOK beauty— no matter / 

what shape bosom you may have. The magic, new amazing tittle g M 

garment does all this in a jiffy! It's mode with the new alluring post » 

war material with attractive lace inserts at bust, with luxury net edging at both top and 
bottom. Comfort is built right into it. Bend, sit, walk, stretch, etc., you will enjoy all day 
comfort with THREE-N-ONE. Lastex insert, with adjustable hook-and-eye back fasten- 
ing. All 4 garters are adjustable. Adjustable bra-straps too, which are simple and easy 
to attach. The NEW LOOK— THREE-N-ONE costs little more than bra alone. A CUP 30 
'to 3d. E CUP (larger] 32 to 3B. COLORS: BABY BLUE, BRIDAL WHITE, SKIN NUDE, 
NEW LOOK BLACK. 

SB 




